LOVELOCKS

I watched the Lady Caroline

Bind up her dark and beauteous hair;

Her face was rosy in the glass,

And 'twixt the coils her hands would pass,

White in the candleshine.

Her bottles on the table lay,
Stoppered, yet sweet of violet;
Her image in the mirror stooped
To view those locks as lightly looped
As cherry-boughs in May.

The snowy night lay dim without,
I heard the Waits their sweet song sing ;
The window smouldered keen with frost;
Yet still she twisted, sleeked and tossed
Her beauteous hair about.

THE   COMB
My mother sate me at her glass ;
This necklet of bright flowers she wove ;
Crisscross her gentle hands did pass,
And wound in my hair her love.
Deep in the mirror our glances met,
And grieved, lest from her care I roam,
She kissed me through her tears, and set
On high this spangling comb.